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"The gentleman to see bungalow, milady," he
announced.
He disappeared, closing the door behind him.
Granet made his way across the long room, austere
and melancholy in its furnishings, but, as he could
not fail to notice even in those few moments, filled
with some very beautiful Provengal pieces. At a
writing-table at the end of the room a woman was
seated in a high-backed chair. She was wearing a
black-silk dress buttoned up to her throat. Her hair
was also black, streaked with grey; she was thin,
almost angular; she wore steel-rimmed spectacles;
her head had fallen a little forward as though she
were asleep. Granet halted a few feet from the desk
and looked at her with growing curiosity*
"Lady Grassleyes," he said quietly, "my name is
Granet. I have called to see you about one of your
bungalows."
Even as he spoke, however, he knew that with
whomever he might discuss the matter of this
bungalow it was improbable that it would ever be
with the woman at the writing-table. She had not
looked up as he had spoken or offered him any sort
of welcome. He was a man of swift perception and
&;m the first he felt convinced that she was dead,